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	1. Pool Party '66 and BBQ '79

Forever Young

Bughuul smiled at his new child. Little Ashley. She still needed to wash the blood off her hands, but who cared?

Soon, another family would arrive. He just knew it. They always did. A house that had an unsolved murder would go for a very cheap price. He knew from Amityville. He hadn't done it, but was impressed with whoever had.

He looked at his six children. Three girls, three boys. he knew that someone they'd fade. But until then, they were so useful in drawing in other children.

**Tristin**

My name is Tristin Field. I was ten when my family died in Oregon on 28th August 1966.

My sisters, Vicky (she got crazy if anyone called her Victoria) and Amber, were aged sixteen and thirteen. I'd just graduated from fourth grade.

I remember my tenth birthday, in March that year. I'd got a Honda pedal-bike and an archery set. Toby had told me I was lucky, but I ignored him. He's always a bit jealous.

Kind of creepy to think he's probably got his own children now, while I spend eternity in swimming trunks.

It was early August and we'd just come back from a vacation at grandma and grandpa's in Idaho. Dad parked the car and told us, "OK, take everything in and maybe we can go in the pool afterward."

I dumped everything in my room and picked up a new comic. It was Batman and I thought it was great. I went in the attic because I knew Amber sometimes stole my stuff and hid them up there. I don't know why she did it every time; she knew I always looked there first.

Anyway, I was pushing yet another box out the way and glimpsed this weird projector thing. I thought it looked cool. I'd never held one, but I knew what it was.

It seemed a lot more fun than the archery set.

"Tristin!" I heard Mom calling, "Dinner! It's hot dog!"

I groaned and dragged the projector to my room, where I could look at it later. Dad came in as I was dumping it under the bed.

"Tristin, your mom said..." he glanced at the projector, "What's that?"

"N-Nothing." I stammered, trying to stand in front of that. Why do I do that? I do such stupid things.

He knelt down on the carpet and pulled it out. I got that sinking feeling in your tummy that you get when you think you might be in trouble.

His eyes widened when he saw it. I expect he was thinking of something more serious.

"Tristen, where did you get this?" he asked.

I told him, "It was in the attic."

He mumbled something and told me, "Tristin, if you want to handle heavy things, ask me for assistance."

"What about Mom?" I asked. He scoffed.

"She's a woman, what does she know?"

"Vicky won't like it if you say that." I told him. It's true – Vicky was always reading about modern women. They'd started up NOW only a few weeks before and Vicky said she wanted to join.

But Dad just ruffled my hair, called me a tease and then walked out.

A few nights later, I saw something standing over my bed. It was a huge figure, like those you see in pictures of the Grim Reaper, except he had a face. But no mouth.

I would have screamed, but somehow I knew that this would be comforting.

I went up to the attic again the next night. Next to the projector had been some drawings.

Three drawings, all on sheet large sheet, with strange symbols all over.

I squinted in the light of the flashlight as I had a look.

_Sunday Walk, '48_. A man, woman and a boy, all stick figures, all cut into pieces with a pitchfork, all on sleds. I guessed that they had been pushed down a hill and sliced by pitchforks. Wasn't hard to work out. Underneath, it said 'Brita Johansen'.

As I read, I saw a girl come out of the shadows. She looked younger than me, maybe eight years old. She had blond plaits and wore a white-and-red flower pattern.

She told me, "I was the last of my line to be born in Scandinavia." She then pointed at the drawing, as if describing an art project, "this is Mor, Var and Edvard. Edvard screamed too much."

I was bewildered. (my teacher told me that means 'confused' or 'taken aback') Why was I shown this? And how come she was eight after nearly twenty years?

Then a boy came from the shadows. He was older, maybe my age. He pointed at the next picture.

This read, _What a Gas! '56_. The picture had a man, woman, little girl and older boy, all on chairs. A gas oven was drawn with flames inside.

The name underneath said, 'Ernst Omdahl'. He looked at me, with harsh, deep blue eyes. "My family came over for a better life. Instead, they lost it."

The third and last picture was of a man, a woman and two older boys, with ropes round their necks, all lying on beds. The title read _Jump Rope, '64_.

I blinked at the last one, as the dark-haired, small boy came out from the shadows.

"The last one – that seems familiar..."

The boy put his hand up and told me, "Liron Langer, lived in Delaware. That's because I lived in your old house."

I faintly remembered that when Dad had worked at the beach tourism industry, we had lived in a house for a cheap price. Dad hadn't much money before then, so we took the best option, a one-floored house overlooking the sea.

I'd heard local kids tell me that a family had been killed there. That someone came in and found the parents and two of their three sons strangled to death with a jump rope. The younger one had been only days from his Bar Mitzvah. The third son, just eight years old, had vanished. There were still missing posters up on lampposts, which really unnerved me when I rode my bicycle through town.

Then he told me, "Your turn, Tristin."

I raised an eyebrow, unsure of what he'd said.

Then Liron explained, gesturing with his hands, "It's like this. Each kid needs to kill their family. Bughuul – that's our friend over there – gives us power. He also chooses the one with the strongest mind. He doesn't like weak-minded children. He also doesn't chose kids under three or kids over fourteen. Too small or too big. Anyway, you chose the method. Just make it soon."

It was weird hearing a little kid talk like a lawyer.

Then he told me, as if reading my thoughts (maybe he could?), "Take your time. You've seen all the pictures. You can use an 8mm camera. Enjoy yourself."

I don't know what happened. But something inside me made me twisted and ignorant.

Going to school didn't matter. Toby didn't matter. My bike and archery set and my swimming certificates didn't matter. Fifth grade didn't matter, breaking my voice didn't matter, TV didn't matter.

I became dark that night.

And I never looked back.

Well, not until now.

It was late August, just before we were to go back to school, that I carried out my plan. I'd got the idea after I'd gone for my swimming lessons in town. I'd come first, again. So I looked at the water and wondered about drowning.

It would be simple. I was told night was the best time. Liron gave me green liquid and said that my family had to drink it so they wouldn't move.

I had a rather nice afternoon, to be fair. Dad had said, "OK gang, let's finish off with a nice splash about!"

He was always unbelievably cheerful. I couldn't stand it, personally. Or maybe I've only started thinking that since I became a ghost.

We had a good time, really. It was the last day back before school (it was a Sunday) so Vicky and Amber were enjoying themselves. They didn't notice that I put the drink in before I went in the pool.

Amber told me, "I'm going into big school now. So I'm going to be at the Christmas dance."

I groaned. Amber said she was going to wear her new rayon and Mylar gold dress with glitter. I personally thought it made her look like one of her Barbies. Still, I told myself, I'll get the last laugh.

They all fell asleep when they crashed indoors – Mom and Dad in the kitchen, Amber and Vicky in the living room. I just sat around and waited for the sun to go down.

I dragged them out to the chairs and taped them down, before using the rope to hook the chairs.

I walked round the side of the pool and heard them groaning. I thought I'd probably say goodbye to them. I mean, they were a pain, but they were my family.

I looked into Mom's eyes as she stared up helplessly. "Bye-bye Mom," I told her, "it's been fun. You wanted me to go places. Well, I am."

I walked back round as she tried to ask what I meant. Then I pulled the rope. Dad went in first. I could hear Mom squealing, rocking on her chair. I heard Amber and Vicky crying.

Then I pulled Mom in. Then Vicky and Amber.

I saw Bughuul in the swimming pool. He came up and touched me on the shoulder.

I was accepted.

I turned to the camera, put my finger to my lips and then pushed myself into the pool.

And into Bughuul's world.

**Darren**

My name is Darren Martinez. I was nine years old when I killed my family on 20th September 1979 in California.

I first met Bughuul in August, when I was lying in bed. Mom and Pop and Ronnie (my twin brother) were out shopping. I just wanted to read my comics, I guess.

But I wandered to the spare room. We never went in there. I'd hidden some Hersheys in there and I wanted to take them while my parents were out. I found a projector underneath the bed.

It seemed weird. Why was there a projector there? I'd seen them in school, obviously, when we were shown movies and things like that (mostly about how man will walk on Mars in 1994 and the climate in Siberia), but I'd never seen one at home. Never touched one.

I saw a small box next to it. It had a small film reel inside. _Pool Party '66_.

I took it out and shoved it in. It took a bit of time; it's not like Connect Four, you have to be careful.

What I saw made my spine chill.

I snatched it out and shoved it back under the bed. Then I pulled my legs to my chest and held myself, shaking. I didn't move until I'd heard the door opening and Mom calling out.

"Mom!" I screamed, running down the stairs, nearly knocking Pop over, and burying my face in her dress.

"Darren," she stroked my hair, "what's gotten into you? You look like you've seen a ghost."

Oh, believe me, I had.

But that night, I saw, when tossing and turning and ignoring the weird wrestling movie my parents had on (I think it was wrestling. Mom switched it off when I came in), I saw him. Mr Boogie.

I felt calm and warm, then. Just as he looked over me. I smiled, giggling, holding my hands up as if he would pick me up. But then, hand outstretched, he walked backwards, slowly.

A boy began to appear from nowhere. He had cracked, grey skin and wore swimming trunks.

"Hello, Darren." He was holding the film reel.

"You're in the film." My breath felt cold in my throat.

I asked, though I have no idea why I asked this question, "Why didn't you do video?"

He raised an eyebrow. "Video?"

"Haven't you read of video players?" I asked him. He looked very confused, before he cocked his head slightly and told me, "Darren, Mr Boogie – that's him – thinks you're stronger."

"But I'm not." It's true. I can barely lift my backpack when it's stuffed with my books, pencil case and lunch.

He shook his head. "Inside. Your mind is stronger. Ronnie is a little weak kid."

I scowled to myself. Ronnie did always let me down. He was the whiny one, the baby, the stupid dim kid. I had what everyone said was 'potential'.

So I grinned.

When Mom picked us up from school a few weeks later, the car stereo playing the new hit 'I Will Survive' (oh, the irony), she told us, "Kids, your dad and I are going to go fishing on Thursday. We'll pick you up after school. He said it's a great time to be out and about."

I groaned. Mom looked at me in the rear-view mirror. "Darren. It's nice to be away instead of stuck indoors reading."

"I like reading." I told her.

But she answered, "Come on, it'll be great."

I didn't like fishing. When Ronnie wandered off back to the car, Mom asked, "What do you want to dress for at Halloween?"

I shrugged. "A ghost?"

Then she told me, "I think this weekend we'll have a cookout or something. Last hot weekend before it goes dark."

That night, I knew.

I felt cold and excited. Like you do on Christmas morning.

Mom and Pop had their after-dinner coffee. Ronnie had apple juice.

I took them to the car. They were starting to stir when I put the camera down. I had the torch ready, from the lighter I took from my teacher's desk. I threw it.

When they'd stopped squealing and the car stopped shaking, I looked into the camera and placed my finger to my lips. The fire alarm had been taken out and I knew that someone would spot the flames soon.

Liron and Tristin told me what happened to those who failed.

No way was I going like that.

So you say I went out with a bang.


	2. Lawn Work '86 and Sleepy Time '98

Lawn Work '86 and Sleepy Time '98

**Matilda**

My name is Matilda Green. I was seven years old when my family unfortunately deceased on 17th March 1986 in California.

My older sister was named Keri. She was twelve years old. My Mom and Dad were constantly working in the city, so I spent a lot of time being babysat by my neighbour, before Keri became old enough to look after me.

I wasn't like normal girls my age. I didn't want to play with ponies or do my hair or wear pink. I listened to music. Not the garbage that I heard at parties – Keri's mix-tapes with loud rock on them. I wore my hair in two pigtails, one higher than the other, to copy her.

Mom told me off.

So what? She and dad were bankers in Los Angeles. I didn't care. It was my life.

Mom would just say that I shouldn't have that attitude and don't copy Keri, young lady, or you'll be in a lot of trouble.

Well she got her face cut apart by a lawnmower, so I don't care.

It was just after Valentine's Day. I remember because my school had a big ball (and considering it was a slightly exclusive school for banker kids and artist kids with stupid names and things like that) and I'd been sick after taking blackcurrant punch.

I remember Mom snapping at me in the car.

"You need to think about your behaviour, young lady," she was piercing her pristine red nails into the wheel so hard, I thought it'd pop, "we have a reputation to uphold."

Keri was playing with my kid's camera. New model, came out last year. Ignoring me and secretly gloating to herself that I was in trouble. Typical Keri.

As we pulled in, she called out, "Sidney! Your daughter's done it again!" almost in a sing-song voice, as if she enjoyed me being in trouble.

Then Pop was sitting at the bottom of the stairs, his hands folded and looking ahead, scared.

"Sidney?" Mom asked, putting the grocery bag down and putting an arm round him, "What happened?"

He looked up and mumbled, "It's OK, just...just don't let the girls in the basement."

"Sidney?" but then he stood up and walked upstairs.

I was scared. What had happened?

Was it like when we found a giant hornet's nest in the kitchen and we had to eat at the Priests' every night? I got so sick of chilli fries.

But in my room, I saw someone. He looked a little like Death.

I saw three boys and a girl, standing around my bed. They all looked faint, their skin grey and cracked. They all held their fingers to their lips, at the same time.

I just giggled loudly and sat up.

Then the boy in swimming trunks took my hand and took me to the living room.

Over the next nights, I saw two pictures and watched two home movies. Well, I'd say they were home movies, but they were rather scary, with horrible music that sounded like someone screaming.

I asked Tristin, the boy in the trunks, "How long have you been dead?"

He turned his head. "Twenty years in August."

Twenty years seems a long time when you're seven.

I grabbed my popcorn I'd snatched from the cupboard. They looked at me, annoyed.

"I wish I could have that." I heard Darren mumble.

"Sorry," I told them, my mouth full, "I didn't think."

"I saw you had a microwave." Tristin told me. I was confused. Didn't everybody have a microwave?

Then I remembered Miss Wilson telling me that microwaves used to just be in diners and people thought they'd explode.

"Yeah," I told him, then, "it is."

He shook his head. "I'm still getting used to these new sayings."

I started giggling. "You sound like my dad!"

Then he asked, "You want to use it?"

I shrugged. "I don't know."

It took me a while. I was in the living room and Keri and her friends were having a slumber party. Tess and Marilyn and Candace. They were chatting and eating corn chips and drinking smoothies. I was irritated. The film was stupid, anyway.

It was some boring film that came out the year before. Some British spy movie set in San Francisco. I thought I was too young for it.

Keri had been squealing _again_. I put my hands over my ears and walked out, to the kitchen. As I opened the fridge to get some chocolate milk, I heard the sound of the lawnmower. I climbed up on the stool and looked out the window.

Pop was mowing the back yard. At eight-forty-five? (I just learnt to tell the time; I got a cat sticker) I heard Mom come out and shout the same thing at him.

I rolled my eyes, though Mom said I shouldn't.

But it gave me an idea.

On 17th March, I came in from school for the last time. It was Tuesday, so I'd had math and history. When I walked upstairs, I saw Liron in my room.

"Hey."

"I know you're ready." I put my bag down as he carried on, "Bughuul says you're ready."

I told him, "I don't know how to use a lawnmower."

He smiled, as if he'd been given a whole cake and told to eat it himself. "Bughuul will show you."

Later, I went down to watch TV with them. "Pop," I asked, "can I have pasta tonight?"

"No, sweetie. It's fish night." He replied, not taking his eyes off the television.

Oh. I'd wanted to have a good last meal.

I got up to put the drug in. It was a weird green that I thought would look better as a paint. But I put it in Keri's soda and Mom and Pop's cider. They don't normally have cider out, but Pop had got a promotion so they celebrated.

I just went upstairs as they crashed on the table. I heard the plates clatter. I didn't look back.

I took them out to the garden and began to start up the lawnmower. I had to jump a few times to start it up, but Bughuul was patient. I think because he's so ancient that he'd have to.

Then I pushed the lawnmower along, holding the camera at the top. Just be natural, I murmured to myself.

Then I started with Mom. Just her face first. Then Pop and Keri. Then I turned round, pulling it (it was really heavy) and then back on their tummies. Bughuul told me to push the lawnmower over their hearts.

Then I did their legs, because that was the last one. I thought someone would hear, but Bughuul told me they wouldn't care.

I think my teacher said it was 'cry wolf'. She told us that story and I felt very sorry for the sheep that the wolf killed. But I read that sometimes the boy died and not the sheep and I felt much better after that.

Then I parked the lawnmower and put their bodies in big orange bags that Pop used to put the yard trimmings in. I saw that lots of grass was mixed in.

I put the bags by the lawnmower and I went up to the camera. I pulled my gloves off and put my finger by my lips. I then walked forward.

I was in my Bughuul's world. I asked Tristin, "What do we do now?"

He told me, "We live in the house until another family moves in and we move with them."

I was happy because it meant that I couldn't leave my bedroom yet.

"How long do we wait?" I asked him, as we sat on the couch and I kicked my legs. He said something about waiting thirteen years.

I was watching when Candace arrived to take Keri out to go shopping.

I smiled as she ran in from the garden, screaming. Her eyes were wide and she almost slid as she gripped the phone.

"Orange County Police Department," I heard the tinkling voice from the other end.

Candace almost shrieked, "There's been a murder!"

"OK, calm down, miss, I need you to-"

"My friend! She and her family are dead!"

"Just listen to me, what's the address?"

Candace yelled and then she blurted, "They're in garbage bags! They were killed by a lawnmower!"

"I'm sorry miss, did you say a _lawnmower_?" I heard the voice on the other end. Tristin and I were almost on the floor with laughter.

When the police came, Tristin, Darren and I were sat at the table. They put lots of tape up and took pictures.

I heard one of them talking.

"The little girl, her body wasn't in the garbage bag." I leaned back in my chair to look at them.

Two police officers, standing together. Sometimes I'd seen them in town. They'd waved to us and once one gave Keri his hat.

"Matilda, she wasn't there."

The other asked, his voice hoarse, "What do you mean?"

"We only found three bodies. Matilda isn't here."

Oh, I _was_ there!

**Christopher**

My name is Christopher Miller. I was thirteen years old when my parents and brother Jake died on 12th March 1998 in Missouri.

It was about seven months after we'd moved from our home in California. I was very angry about it, but Mom told me, "Chris, it's the perfect time. We've got great jobs and it's just in time for Jake to start middle school. There's an exceptional high school nearby as well for when you start."

For Mom, 'exceptional' meant anything.

I was in bed one weekend when Jake's screaming woke me up.

I struggled to get duvet off and ran downstairs, my heart thudding. Jake was in the kitchen, holding his legs to himself and crying loudly.

"Jake, what is it?" I asked. I wondered where Mom and Dad were. Then I remembered. They were working. Couldn't they have at least _bothered_ to wake me up instead of dumping Jake on me like that?

He was pointing by the oven. There was a box slumped against it and it had a big projector in, the sort they use in school. I went over and, on my knees, I read film reels inside.

_Pool Party '66. BBQ '79. Lawn Work '86_.

I put my head up in exasperation. Jake was scared of _home movies_?

"Where were these?" I asked.

He crawled up to me (Mom would have told him get off the dirty floor) and latched onto me.

"They had murder in!"

"Murder?" I asked. He squealed so fast I could barely hear him.

"They had some people drowning in their swimming pool and some people burnt in a car and some people killed with a lawnmower!"

I pulled him up and bent down to look in his eyes. "Jake, I'll do you some scrambled eggs and you go get dressed. I'll put these away."

As he did, I heard a voice.

"He wasn't supposed to find them."

I looked around. A boy in a brown shirt.

"When did you come in?" I asked him.

He had grey skin, very cracked. I wondered if he was all right. Then I saw a girl come from the shadows. She had a yellow rain slicker and had grey skin as well. Somehow, her face seemed familiar, though I couldn't place it.

She told me, "Mr Boogie thinks you have a stronger mind." She said it so cold and straight-forward, I felt goose-pimples.

"Who?" I asked, puzzled, as a boy in swimming trunks followed her, as well as a boy in pyjamas.

This was getting weird. I began walking upstairs.

"Jake, there's some kids downstairs. Are they friends of yours?" I called as I stood outside our room. He opened the door and shook his head.

I walked back down and saw they'd gone. The projector was still there.

I was at the library later, as Jake was getting some books out for his Scout group. I always found Scouts a bit much. I was part of the St Louis 'Science For Kids'. It was mostly things like glowing in the dark and lightbulbs exploding. It was fun.

But I went on the computer. Big chunky things that weighed a ton.

As it started up, I waited for Jake. He was only a few feet from me, selecting. I personally wanted to bang my head against the screen.

Eventually the computer had loaded. Took almost as long for Jake to choose what he wanted.

Well, those are computers for you. Big hunks of junk that cost too much and overrated. At least when the Y2K started I'd never have to see them again.

I typed in the search engine 'lawnmower murder 1986'. A few results, mostly from movies. But then I widened the search with 'lawnmower murder 1986 girl'. Better, but nothing I wanted. Jake was getting fed up. He wanted to go to and get some candy.

Honestly, if it wasn't a library, I'd have shouted at him.

Then I tried 'drowning swimming pool 1966'.

I found something interesting. An article from a newspaper in Oregon.

_The Field family were discovered in their swimming pool about twelve hours after the murder, when a neighbor came round to borrow eggs. Alexander and Linda Field, both forty-four, and their daughters Victoria and Amber, aged sixteen and thirteen, were found dead, having been drugged and drowned in their pool._

_The Field's son, Tristin, aged 10, is currently missing. Symbols were drawn over the walls inside the house. A motive is unknown, but it is believed someone killed the family in order to leave no witnesses when they abducted Tristin_.

There was a photo underneath. A small boy smiling. The photo was in terrible condition, but it showed the same boy in my house.

That was stupid. Tristin would be Dad's age. How could he still be a kid? Was it his son?

Then Jake started whining, so I switched the off button and got up, grumbling.

I went back when I'd dropped Jake off at home. This time I took lunch so I could eat outside if I had to.

I had a hunch, so I tried the boy in the brown shirt. I typed 'family car burning 1979 missing boy'.

This one came from Sacramento. It was more recent.

_When fire services were called to the Martinez house by a neighbor who had seen smoke, they were horrified to find three bodies burnt inside the car._

_After a week, they concluded that only three bodies were found – Ruben Martinez, 48, Maurine Martinez, 42, and Ronnie Martinez, 9. Their second son, Darren Martinez, also 9, was missing from the scene._

_Strange drawings were found in the half-burnt out garage, but exactly what is unknown due to fire damage._

_As Darren was not found at the scene, police decided that he must have been abducted. Searches were conducted and his picture appeared on milk cartons, but no trace of Darren Martinez was found._

_Now, almost twenty years later, the house has been demolished to make way for a new street. Where Darren had been taken, a park is to be erected._

_**Headstone: Darren Martinez – Born 25**__**th**__** July 1970 Taken from this place 20**__**th**__** September 1979 May he one day return**_

It chilled me to the bone. I then tried the last one, as I had time.

This one gave me a shock.

_Matilda Green, 7, vanished from the house a year ago, after her parents and older sister were murdered. There was apparently no sign of a struggle inside the house. The only clothes of Matilda's found to be missing were her dungarees and yellow rain slicker._

_Why she would be wearing these clothes and not any nightwear was answered by the chief of Orange County Police – because she was abducted and perhaps had to walk or was driven somewhere._

_But why? That question has been asked by everyone. Why her and not her sister? Why kill her family?_

_Police questioned over 200 people in Orange County alone. Even now, her face can be seen smiling from the Valentine's Day ball, on a poster to be forever in local people's minds._

_A one-year vigil was held outside her school yesterday evening. Her sister's friend, Candace, 13, who found the bodies, refused to comment._

_Back in January, police had arrested a 37-year-old man on the California 91 Express Lane, not far from Deer Canyon Park. He had been pulled over for a routine stop but had a yellow rain slicker in his trunk. After 24 hours of questioning, he was released after his family verified it was for his 11-year-old daughter._

_However, since his address quickly became known to the public, a mob of over a hundred people rallied to his house and attempted to lynch him. It was only broken up by police. His wife and two children were moved to a safehouse_.

Eck.

People actually did that? Not just in the old days in the South?

Whatever it was, the movies came to my house.

Then I looked again at the house surrounded by crime scene tape. Despite it being in black-and-white, I knew.

It was our old house.

I was still contemplating this when I was in bed, thinking. Then, from the darkness, I saw her.

Matilda was holding her tiny hand out.

She pulled me, like a child pulls a parent, her being so small, to the living room.

I saw the three movies, heart thudding.

Then I asked, "Why was it just placed out?"

Darren answered, as he sat cross-legged on the floor by Tristin and Liron. "Because you're the stronger kid."

He breathed (can they breathe?).

"Plus, you're not going to be a kid for much longer." He nodded towards the projector.

"Bughuul doesn't like it when they grow up."

I considered this. I was the only one in my class whose voice hadn't broke. I'd grown three inches last year.

Something seemed to slither inside me; something that made me click.

I thought about how to do it. Then I heard Jake whining about a later bedtime. They'd always sleep.

That night, I spent my time with Jake. We were snacking on Reese's and watching videos of _The Simpsons_ in our room. I thought I might as well let him enjoy himself. At about ten, I decided to make the drinks.

I put the drug in their coffee and Jake's blackcurrant that night. Then I laid Mom and Dad on the bed and Jake on his, taping them down. I placed the dog between Mom and Dad as I went to get the knife.

"Sorry boy," I told him, "But you'll get a good home."

It didn't take long to draw Mr Boogie's symbols. He told me how to do it. I then went to get the sharpest knife in the house and turned on the camera.

I ignored the dog barking and Mom and Dad groaning as I held the knife. I could still hear the dog when I moved to my room.

Everything done, I went back to the kitchen. I did a weird dance with the knife, to show off. Then I put my fingers to my lips as I prepared to enter Bughuul's world.

**A/N: I chose the name Matilda from Roald Dahl's book. When I was writing this chapter, I remembered the director wanted to make a Willy Wonka-like character for Bughuul, so I guess it fitted.**

**Writing 1998 was actually easier than I thought. I'm also a 90s kids, though a lot younger than Christopher had been. I originally set it in October, but in the movie, a poster states it was in March. You have to look closely, it's when Ellison had pointed out pictures of the swimming pool to Deputy So-and-So.**


	3. Family Hanging Out '11

Family Hanging Out '11

**Stephanie**

My name is Stephanie Stevenson. I was ten years old when my family died in the back garden on 25th September 2011 in Pennsylvania.

We'd lived in the house for two years. Our last house was this two-floored one in St Louis, but this one had one floor, so I got annoyed because I like the view. Mom told me there was a tree so I couldn't argue.

It was about two weeks before that afternoon. I found a projector in the attic when I was looking for stuff for my Girl Scout art project. My twin Jenny told me to get it when she was out horse-riding.

I should have told her to get off her lazy butt and do it herself.

But I saw the videos. _Pool Party '66, BBQ '79, Lawn Work '86_ and _Sleepy Time '98_. Why were they up here? Did they belong to Mom or Dad? And surely there should be more? Maybe they were part of a larger collection.

Anyway, I decided to put it up. Mom told me how to handle a projector. They used to have them at school before DVDs. I saw some in old episodes of _The Simpsons_.

These reels scared me. I put my hands over my eyes and shivered. I opened my fingers but then shut them again when the lawnmower ran over someone.

I then heard something behind me. There were four children there. A boy in swimming trunks, a boy in a brown shirt, a girl in a yellow rain slicker and a boy in pyjamas.

The girl told me, "Bughuul says you're ready."

"Who's he?" I asked, my voice shaking.

They all looked simultaneously to the left, where a giant figure emerged from the darkness. A tall person with a horrible white face and huge black, pointy eyes.

I was scared but as I looked up at him, I felt warmer, as if I were comforted.

"Stephanie," the boy in pyjamas told me, "you chose how they die."

I seemed to understand. The people in the film were their families.

I was inspired when I was swinging on the tyre. How strong it was. How much I loved the tyre.

So I put the drug in Mom and Dad's coffee and Jenny and Brian's colas. They all fell asleep quickly, on the picnic blanket. I started tying the ropes before sunset, I was so eager.

I think Bughuul liked me. I was fast. Climbing up the tree, I began attaching the ropes.

After sawing, I watched them as I finished the last of the cherry pie, still on the blanket. It was a bit cold, though.

Then I swung on Dad's leg. He's always been pretty strong.

But then I went up to the camera and put my finger to my lips.

When I had gone grey and cracked, I went back to the living room and waited. The kids were all with me. I asked, "How long does it take to move house?"

Christopher shrugged. "Took me eleven years."

Matilda told me, "There are others, you know."

I put my head to one side. She went on.

"There was a boy called Liron. He strangled his family in the early sixties. But recently, he began to feel very faint. And then he just vanished."

"Where?" I asked.

"Heaven, Hell, don't know." Tristin replied.

I asked, "How old is Mr Boogie? I know I shouldn't ask how old an adult is, but he's not really alive."

Christopher answered, "He's from ancient Babylon, so about three and a half thousand years, at the latest."

"How many children have there been?" I asked.

Christopher asked, "Why so many questions?"

I told them, "I like to know things."

Christopher's eyes moved up, as if he were thinking.

"Four thousand, Mr Boogie told me. But only thirty-two since 1960. He has lots of families. Don't give me that look, I was upset when I found out, too."

"Why were there so many?" I asked.

Tristin put his hands up, gesturing.

"Because families moved so much. Disaster, plague, war. People died quickly then."

"The fact that whole towns got ravaged or bombed in World War Two didn't help." Darren mumbled.

When the new family moved in, I asked, "Which one do you think is strongest?"

The others were all behind me in the hallway. Matilda pointed.

"The girl. She has a very talented mind. Very strong. The boy's just a weak pile of garbage."

So I knew who my next sister would be.

**Ashley**

It was cold when Ashley heard the car drive up.

The house hadn't been on the market long. But she couldn't wait to play around the next boy or girl who would kill.

Then she gasped as he came in.

Deputy So-and-So.

"Bughuul!" she shouted, running down the hallway. The kids came out of the various rooms, seeing her frightened. Bughuul materialized in front of them.

"Deputy So-and-So is here! The guy who was at the old house. He's carrying petrol!"

"What does that mean?" Matilda asked, holding Stephanie's hand tight.

Tristin and Darren looked extremely nervous and Christopher was fuming.

"I'll get him." He started, about to run down the hallway and into the living room.

"Wait!" Bughuul called and the boy slunked back.

All eyes were on Bughuul.

He put his arms out, holding Matilda and Tristin by their shoulders. Matilda still held Stephanie's hand and the boys held each other's. Christopher protectively held Ashley close as Ashley put an arm around Stephanie. She liked Christopher. He was like Trevor if Trevor actually cared.

As the flames curled around the living room door, Bughuul did his work.

They were hurling, whirling, as if a huge wind were enclosing around them. Their hair blew round and they tried not to screw their eyes tight in the pain. It was as if they were being yanked through the spout of a tornado.

Eventually, they finished and were in a large garden with a wooden fence.

They dared to look around themselves, to take in their new surroundings.

It was quite sandy and they could see small green plants growing by the roadsides. They guessed they were somewhere in the southwest.

Then some children seemed to come out from the large grey stone steps leading up to the house.

Two girls, three boys. All staring with discontent and exhaustion.

Bughuul began.

"This is another link from Norway. This is Texas. The house is large enough so enjoy yourself." He gabbled, almost embarrassed.

As he disappeared, Christopher walked up to them, defensively.

"I'm doing my best not to be jealous since I got over that a long time ago." He blurted out.

One of the boys, in a white polo shirt, answered, "Not exactly. Bughuul told us about you."

Christopher asked, as his brothers and sisters came up, "Who last lived in the house?"

A boy in a cowboy hat, thick gloves and red pants raised his hand.

Christopher remembered the wooden fence and muttered, "I'm not going to ask."

The boy carried on. "Connor Strudwick. No-one's lived here for almost a decade. Come in. It's always nice to see new people. Well, those who aren't dead, really."

As they all walked in, Ashley asked Stephanie, "You don't think Deputy So-and-So will come here, do you?"

But all Stephanie could say was, "Not unless he connects it."

In the box in the living room, Ashley saw their reels had been slotted in with some others.

_4__th__ July 1973. Bowling 1984. Harvest 1992. Ice Skating 1998. Bull Fighting 2003._

She couldn't wait.
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New Home

The Platts drove up at half four on 1st August 2013.

Mitchell and Shelly and their fourteen-year-old son Geoff were only staying for a week. Though Geoff didn't know why. He didn't like all this moving constantly.

He blew a bubble on his chewing gum before looking round the place.

What a dump.

He was interested in the story behind it, though. About ten years ago some freak had killed the family here. Their ten-year-old son was missing. Geoff didn't know what happened to him. Didn't care either. Kid was either in someone's backyard or dumped by the road a few miles on.

He grumbled as he went upstairs. No bother unpacking. It wasn't even as if they'd brought anything.

He was lying on his back on his bed when he glimpsed something.

Amongst the many boxes, there lay a projector and some reels. He glanced inside and noticed some reels.

Why did his parents have so many reels? Could be from Dad's 'family' that he never let Geoff go near?

After he set them up, his eyes widened with horror and amazement.

Whoever did this had _brilliant_ special effects skills. He'd have preferred sound, but never mind.

Who did these? Sure, he was a little scared at first, but this was top notch.

He'd chosen to watch them in order. So after _Pool Party_, he put on _4__th__ July_.

As he slotted it in, he lay back and took it in.

Two girls, both around ten to twelve years old, with an older girl, walking along the road by a beach. A man and woman came some way behind them.

He knew the hippie hair and the flower jeans – his dad wore some ages ago that looked hideous.

Then they were at some allotment or other overlooking the beach. The woman setting up a picnic table. The kids came over from the wall and sat down. The camera now showed them drinking green juice.

Then, night.

The man, woman and two girls were tied to poles. Their hands bound behind and their mouths taped.

Then someone lit a match and held it underneath the poles.

There were fireworks strapped to the poles.

Geoff looked in glee as the first one lit up like a Christmas tree, then exploded.

He saw the woman and girls struggling. Oh, they were really good actors. The woman next. Then the girls.

He clapped to no-one in particular as it ended.

"Very good," he murmured, "very good."

He shifted the reels around as he chose the next one. _BBQ_.

Smiling to himself, when he finished, he picked up the next. _Bowling_.

It showed a bowling alley. A man was bowling balls, a teenage girl with huge hair and low-hanging top and a boy around Geoff's age were sitting at a table nearby, eating. A woman brought in some green juice and they drank while another boy sat on a nearby bench.

Then the family were tied up on different bowling lanes. Someone threw balls, hitting them. The fidgeting bodies tried to break loose, but the balls just kept on whacking.

When he finished, he mused over the fact that someone must have got these ideas from somewhere.

Going online, he typed up about the 4th July.

He found some weird thing from Delaware. It said a family named Waterman were murdered in Delaware. Their eight-year-old daughter Fay was missing.

Then he saw a photograph of a bowling alley. It was in Maryland. On 16th February 1984, a quadruple homicide had been committed there. The employees had come the next day to find the manager, Mr Butte, his wife and two of his three children battered to death. His younger son, Jackson, only eleven years old, was missing.

A sweet portrait of Jackson in a white polo shirt smiled out at him from the screen.

Absolutely fantastic, Geoff bemused, as he looked about the alley. Just like the movie.

As he laughed, the children looked out from the shadows, crossly.

How _dare_ this boy mock their work! Worse yet, he wasn't a child, so they'd have to wait until he had kids!

Geoff watched movies late into the night.

_Harvest_ started off outside a wheat field, which could be anywhere in the Midwest, with an older girl in red-and-white cotton and a straw hat running along the wooden fence. A man and woman were holding hands as they walked round by a large house.

A seven-year-old boy in blue dungarees and a straw hat was holding a cup of green liquid. Typical, Geoff scoffed, couldn't they use a different prop?

Then, night-time.

The older girl, man and woman were on scarecrow poles, barely visible in the dim light.

Then they moved closer. No, wait. It was a machine. Moving toward them.

The combine harvester made quick work.

He jumped up, heart pounding. That was scary!

Kenny laughed from the darkness. Ashley looked sideways at him.

"I always liked riding it," he chortled in his Kansas accent, "and I wanted to go back."

The youngest child in the large group, little Isabella Patrick, pushed him playfully and he glared at her.

"Kenny Downer," she spoke almost like a grown-up, "Bughuul says that it was knocked down."

Christopher laughed slightly, then put a hand by his mouth as they all peered at him.

"Sorry," he carried on, "but Mom told me something about it. We were driving through to visit my grandparents when she pointed it out. It had a weird plague in front. I remember because it was 15th August, exactly five years before."

They stared back at Geoff as he finished _Sleepy Time_.

He then placed _Ice Skating_ in the slot.

A girl with dark hair and purple mittens skidded on purple skates towards a man, who took her hand, on an ice rink somewhere Geoff recognised.

Then he nodded. This was from Washington. He'd been in a summer camp in the Washington wilderness a few years back.

Before everything went wrong and they kept moving.

Isabella whispered to Ashley, tugging on her clothes, "This next bit's good."

Ashley asked what she'd wanted to say since she first saw the reel. "Is it Christmas?"

"Thirty days before Christmas. Daisy and I wanted to get bikes."

Then, just as with the others, it was night-time. Thin ovals of ice had been cut out of the bottom, where the lake lay underneath. They'd been dragged from the rink, down from a small hill, then lain on the ground.

The woman was pushed first, still struggling under the water. Then the man. Then an older girl.

Isabella grinned her not quite full set of teeth as she remembered.

She clapped her mitten-clad hands together as it ended.

Then Connor's film went in.

The usual, family messing about. Connor's dad stroking the heads of some bulls. His brothers riding some horses, messing about.

Night.

Connor's father and brothers were on the fences, tied loosely to them, but hands and ankles still taped.

Then the bulls, who had been pacing the pen, seemed to notice them.

Within seconds, all of them were pulled up by the animals' horns and gored, thrown about like dolls.

Geoff squinted as he put his head on one side. Strange. That was their new garden. The director must have lived here.

Oh well, whoever he was, Geoff wanted to congratulate him.

That night, as Ashley was looking over the landscape, wondering what pictures she could do that could be inspired by this, she saw a car drive up.

She saw them get out; two men and a woman, all carrying cans of petrol.

Not again. Please, not again.

This one didn't even look like it was Deputy So-and-So.

"Bughuul!" she screamed, running inside.

Eventually, the wind encompassed them again, as they all held onto each other, frightened and desperate.

Then Bughuul held them apart, pushing them and pushing.

His children all looked at him with fear and puzzlement. Why was he doing this?

But then, Ashley opened her eyes.

It was somewhere different this time. Not far from a beach. She looked at the house and saw it was a one-floored one, painted white, with a wire fence. She was somewhere in New England.

Fay, Connor, Tristin and Stephanie were with her.

Bughuul stood up straight and tall, and began before the children could begin complaining.

"Too many of you in one house leaves more room for problems. Don't worry, you'll be safe here. As long as you behave."

Then he disappeared. Tristin moaned, "What now?"

Five children were standing in the doorway on the porch, staring straight ahead at them.

A girl with straight, blonde hair, wearing a yellow party frock and a pink party hat. A boy with red hair and a scuba-diving outfit. A tall boy with light brown hair, his clothes caked in mud. A girl with a dark ponytail, wearing a coral pink riding outfit. A girl with frizzy strawberry-blonde hair, dressed as a vampire.

Ashley couldn't wait to see another movie.

**Texas**

Deputy So-and-So stood outside the house, feeling a mixture of relief and annoyance.

He'd taken ages to research this chain, burning down the Oswalt and Stevenson houses. After burning down the Green house, he'd learnt a family had lived there in the mid-nineties before moving down to a Texas ranch after a nasty divorce.

He'd found out that the mother had died of pneumonia in a trailer in a park someplace in Los Angeles (thankfully, homeless), but the father and his three sons had suffered worse.

Being gored by a bull...he couldn't think how to approach the house. There might be somebody living there.

When he learnt a family had been killed there by the house burning in August 2013, he'd thrown down his newspaper he'd picked up while eating waffles in a roadside diner, then rushed over fearing the worst.

Then he saw it was actually committed by a third party. He'd asked questions and wondered who on earth would do that.

There was some weird rumor about the dad being in the mafia, but personally he didn't care. The structure had collapsed and it was one less job for him.


End file.
